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Collection 

"Yes, Dad... Yep. I know, I love you too." Barbara ended the call and 
smiled to herself, while turning off the phone. This was the type of 
life situation she'd always wanted. Her father, due to his good job 
as the GCPD commisioner, was away for the curent Wednesday night to 
Friday afternoon because of something important that had to do with 
the mayor of some other state. This only left a sixteen year old girl 
like herself to do as she pleased in her house ... short of not doing 
her homework. 

She'd already taken a shower as evidenced by her forehead and up 
being wrapped in a fluffy towel, and she'd slipped into comfortable 
pajamas. She wasn't planning on going to bed of course; No, there was 
another three seasons of House of Cards to watch before she went to 
bed. As if things couldn't have been any better for her, Barbara's 
phone vibrated to alert her of a familiar caller. 

"Peter? ! " 

_Hey, Babs . How's it going?_ 

She brushed back a few strands of her hair that had gotten loose and 
tucked them back under the towel swiftly. "Wow. And you said you were 
still grounded until Friday?" 

_I am still grounded till Friday! Aunt May just let me have the phone 
back a day early. _ 

_"_Ugh ! I can't wait for you to be ungrounded!" The girl dramatically 
plopped down on the couch with a pout. "You have no idea how weird it 
is throw someone in the slammer and not hear a pun from it!" 



_Ha ! You must've had quite the boring week then._ 

"Infuriating is more like it..." Babs explained to him. "You know, 
we'll have to do better about your clocks and curfews." 

_Yep. She's already threatened me with a longer punishment if ever 
come home at 3 AM again. I've got my watch updated at least. _ 

"What are you doing right now?" 

_Preparing my suit, doing a bit of homework ... the usual. And 
you?_ 

"Enjoying my freedom while I still have it. Tommorow after school 
I'll be at the cave." 

_Training?_ 

"You know it." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>WAP ! <p> 

WA-SHICK! 

BAP-OW! 

SWISH ! 

"Miss Gordon." 

Barbara finished her somersault and did a more or less perfect land 
on her fingertips and feet. Behind her, several dummies and boxing 
bags either had fist marks or several batarangs in them. She'd 
impaled one bag so much that it freely spilled sand and was almost 
empty, making the blue matted floor a yellow color. 

"Alfred, " A simple huff of breath pushed a few strands of rose red 
hair out of her face. She got to her feet and spotted Alfred standing 
at a cautious distance from her just to her left. The older man was 
stoically holding out a bottle with a familiar green liquid in it. 
"You broke my concentration." 

"That was the point, I'm afraid." He said emot ionlessly , and held out 
the bottle when she neared him. "Your sports drink." 

She took it from him suspiciously, noting how he kept himself away 
from her but it didn't stop her from taking a gulp of her 
beverage . " . . . what ? " 

"You're all sweaty." 

"...well yeah. People sweat when they work out. It's kind've a thing, 
y'know." Barbara did notice the thin film of sweat covering the skin 
not exposed by her yoga pants and tank top, but chose not to think 
about it until she took a shower. "Is everyone still...?" 

"Master Drake is occupied in Hell's kitchen, or so I've been told by 



him." Alfred nodded to her. " The last time I checked in on 
Stephanie, she claimed to be taking a night of f ... Nothing on Jason as 
usual . " 

"And Bruce?" 

"Still on stakeout. He estimates his return to be by the end of the 
week. If I may, there is a chance I could update you on a criminal 
you could potentially catch. The three main scientific institutions 
have had one break in each, and at least one chemical has been 
snatched away from each as well. Our theif might be headed towards 
the final institution, just on the outskirts of Gotham." 

"It'll be a bit of a road trip, but I think I'll be fine handling 
it." Barbara nodded. "I guess I'll get the gear ready then. That 
institution closes soon, right?" 

"Indeed it does." Alfred turned to leave but stopped halfway. "Do you 
wish for your temporary flight boots? And might I suggest calling up 
your Arachnid Associate?" 

Barbara smiled despite herself when she remembered Spider-man, a 
friend she'd met only months back. And in an ironic way, she attended 
high school with him. Heck, they had the same age of sixteen. 

"Well ... that ' s a great idea, Alfred..." 

"But?" 

"But I cant ...He's still grounded." Barbara pouted sourly. "But only 
for one more day and then he'll be available to call. You can still 
bring those boots though. Haven't used them since last time." 

"Last time they exploded." 

"Even so, they're ready to use now." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Logan eyed the tranquilizer darts with caution as they placed 
into the brief case. The older man behind the counter slid the closed 
case over to him, which was quickly snatched up. "There. Five easy to 
use Tranqs."<p> 

He briefly sniffed at the case. "Well, it's strong. I'll give ya 
that , Bill . " 

"Strong enough to knock out an elephant in seconds at least. Try not 
miss when you use 'em, huh? They costed me a lot to get." 

"Yeah, I imagine. Thanks, Bill." Logan almost moved to leave, but 
remembered a special something and faced the man. "It's my birthday 
by the way . " 

"I hear ya." Bill reached back behind himself and tossed a nice box 
of cigarettes his way. "...You know he'll be 
coming . " 

"Yep. " 

"...Well don't you usually stick to the forests, instead of... out 



here? " 

"He'll track the scent the scent here anyway if I did leave. Besides, 
I know he's already here to begin with. What's buggin' me is why he 
hasn't attacked yet." 

Bill was silent. "He always has liked to toy with ya, Logan. If you 
can track his scent, it might lead you to a trap." 

"Yeah, I know..." After a moment of intense silence, Logan pulled a 
cigarette from the box and bit down slightly on the end of it while 
his other hand fished for his lighter. Once he had it lit, the man 
cast a brief glance at Bill before walking towards the front. "Take 
of yourself. Bill... Take care." 

Once outside, Logan glanced up at the black sky that was devoid of 
stars and bore only a single moon. He pulled put his cigarette to 
exhale a puff of smoke when a scrawny figure barged past him. Logan 
growled at his fleeing form, baring slightly sharpened canines. 

"Watch it, Bub!" 

" S-Sorry ! " 

He was just about to get back to his own business when his nose 
detected a strange trio of smells coming from the bag the apparently 
nervous guy had with him. It had the smell of acid contained in 
plastic, some foul smelling powder in a bag and Tar. Just pure tar in 
a huge vial, sitting within the bag. The nervous guy sprinted around 
the street corner just as Logan thought to follow. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It seemed funny to Batgirl how the city could be so vast and 
brighter during the day, but more dark and deadly as night came. And 
of course, not just in terms of light. Physically, things became 
darker for the city of Sinsen when dawn turned to dusk. Nocturnal 
worms sprouted from the shadowy concrete soil and ate at the innocent 
plants. They had no regard for others; tormenting people, stealing 
from them, raping or blackmailing. It never ended in this city, or 
Gotham and even part of Metropolis. But at least she had a job that 
never ended. And keeping people safe is the best job in the world, no 
matter how long it takes. <p> 

Batgirl stood on the roof edge of Gotham's second tallest building, 
above all the bright lights and sounds below her. She could feel the 
cold wind of the higher atmosphere licking at the skin of her 
peach-colored cheeks, and the tightness of the thin batsuit on her 
athletically toned body; it's fibers keeping in her warmth. She could 
hear her cape ruffling behind her; blending it's familiar sound in 
with that of honking cars and distant pop music and many, many people. 
The scent of food being sold from the hotdog cart on the corner of 
Belgium Avenue fluttered into her nostrils and made her imagine the 
taste of a hot dog briefly. Even smoke from cars, which usually came 
from such low areas, managed to come up to greet her nose. The girl 
reached up and brushed her unruly hair back from her mask, which 
covered only around her eyes and part of her forehead. She had 
specialized contacts that gave a whitish look to her pupils, a more 
frightening appearance to those that did evil. 


Speaking of which, it appeared that the Scientific institution she 



was watching from above had a visitor. He disappeared inside the 
place for a good ten minutes and carefully exited the building; ski 
mask, bag of stolen goods and all. Barbara unsheathed a batarang that 
she aimed at the man's feet... only to pause. She was curious about 
the man's direction, which was casually down a sidewalk leading to 
thirty-eighth Walberg street. He had to be taking these items to 
someone; he didn't look smart enough to know what to do with them to 
begin with. This would be a perfect chance to track this guy back to 
his hideout and find the leader there. 

Barbara wanted to take her bike with her but the loud motorcycle 
engine would definitely alert him, so she instead opted to lower 
herself down and set up an alarm designed to blow up the motorcycle 
should someone try to take it without the authorization code. Using 
the retractable claws in her gloves, the vigilante crawled onto the 
opposite building in complete silence and watched as the theif slowly 
made his way down the sidewalk just beside her. She had to 
practically hold her breath to keep from making a single sound to 
alert him, all while trying to keep with his pace. 

He was completely oblivious even as he neared Gotham's most crime 
infested pub: The Screaming Wilbur. It's history included a little 
robbing, a little assault (in more ways than one) and multiple 
murders influenced by drinking. She hadn't gone into the place but 
from what her father had told her, it was frequently visited by a 
biker group that often patrolled Gotham for no reason. Just as she 
expected, the thief entered the pub just after a nervous looking 
fellow dived inside first. Batgirl hopped down onto the roof of the 
pubbwith ease, gradually getting herself down onto the sidewalk 
afterwards and freezing when she heard the familiar sound of 
footsteps . 

It was a man, possibly in his early forties jogging down the sidewalk 
on the other side of the pub. He was ironically short; he only 
towered over Barbara by a few inches but made up for what he lacked 
in height with muscles and slightly unruly black hair. An almost used 
up cigarette was in his jaws and she had a feeling there was more 
somewhere else on him. 

"Urn..." Was the only thing Batgirl could say when he immediately 
caught sight of her. What was she supposed to do? "Don't,uh, don't 
mind me! Just ... walking . " 

He didn't seem to care about whatever lies she had and instead 
narrowed his eyes. "You see a guy run into that pub?" 

"...yeah. The guy I was tracking and some other dude about yeh high." 
She reluctantly answered. "I'm pretty sure they have stolen items on 
them, so if you'll step aside-" 

"I'll take it from here, girly." 

"Eeeexcuse me?" 

He was already halfway into the pub when she asked that 
question . 

The lack of a response made her growl softly and cross her arms over 
her chest. Who did this guy think he was, to try and take over HER 
mission? He wasn't anything special! He was just a random nobody that 



walked into a pub. As if she was actually going to let 
him- 


CRASH ! 

Batgirl yelped when the head of one of the bar-goers crashed through 
the window followed by the rest of the unconscious body. With a 
frown, it was quickly discovered that the man she'd talked to was 
punching and kicking several 'lowlives' around almost as good as 
herself. He apparently had caused a good old fashioned bar fight by 
asking the wrong question to the wrong people. 

She smirked and marched into the pub. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>His knuckles easily knocked the rotten teeth out of the fourth 
guy that tried to leap onto his back, and then knocked out the guy 
with a swift uppercut. A severely drunken swing was thrown his way 
and Logan ducked under it with exaggerated ease, then used his 
strength to catapult the body over his head and into a table. Just as 
his elbow connected with a beer belly, he heard a guy behind him give 
a girlish shriek of pain. Yep, he could smell that girl in the fancy 
pajamas again. <p> 

He turned around to her with a snarl as she neared him confidently. 

"I thought I told you to stay out of this. Bub!" 

"Batgirl, actually. But close enough." She raised an eyebrow and 
flashed a grin that eerily annoyed him. Kids these days. "And I 
remember you saying 'I'll take it from here' and not 'stay out of 
this ' . " 

He tensed up when someone with low cut hair sneaked up behind her and 
placed a knife near her slender neck. Before Logan or the little 
weasel could move, Batgirl crouched down and yanked the guy over her 
shoulder by his own arm. He slammed onto the ground painfully hard 
and she finished his time of being awake by delivering a nose 
shattering punch to the face. 

"...well don't just stand there! You came in here swinging for a 
reason, right?" Batgirl questioned him almost playfully and picked a 
broken piece of a chair to use as a club. Logan rolled his eyes and 
didn't flinch a bit when he was socked in the jaw. 

"Yeah, I did. But I asked the whole place about those two 
knuckleheads that walked in first..." He punched into the throat and 
followed up kicking his attacker backwards into the wall. "They all 
went beserk and started charging' at me." 

Batgirl fell back onto her shoulder blades when a lanky fiend swiped 
at her with a fist. Her spine acted almost like a spring releasing 
it's tension; her legs shot towards him as fast as a spear and her 
boots planted themselves into his jaw. "I know the feeling. Ask a 
simple question and you have the guys all over you." 

Logan tackled one of the drinkers who was rushing for a pistol 
someone dropped earlier, then swung him around by his leg. It was 
kind of like using a giant baseball bat to wack aside a bunch of 
pinheads. He barreled into someone and caused them to bang their head 



on the side of the wall. Without even turning around, Logan punched a 
guy sneaking up on him. 

The vigilante girl leaped high up as two low lives came rushing at 
her from either side, and smirked ss they collided with each other. 
Using their bodies as a trampoline, she flung herself onto another 
thug so she could punch him in the face repeatedly. "You know.. This 
is kinda fun ! " 

"Bub..." A few guys tried to tackle Logan, but he merely fell back on 
top of the trio. " . . . ungh . . . Did anyone ever tell you that you talk 
more than Spider-man? ! " 

"That's a lie! and aren't you the one who keeps saying bu-...LOOK 
OUT ! " 


A gunshot rang out and signaled the collision of a bullet with his 
shoulder. Logan grunted from the slight pain and stumbled back, only 
to regain his footing the bleeding slowed to a halt. It was the 
bartender who had shot him with the weapon, and now seemingly 
regretting the action. Logan started towards the man immediately; not 
letting up even as more bullets were shot at him with the 
shotgun . 

" . . . " He hopped over the counter in front of the man, glaring him 
down intensely and baring his teeth. "Who did they work 

for. . . ? " 

When he got no response but a cold stare, Logan placed his knuckles 
against the bartender's chin and unsheathed his right claw. He could 
hear Batgirl give a gasp of surprise opat his ability, and from the 
proximity of the sound it seemed that she was getting closer. "I 
said, who did they work for?" 

"..." The bartender seemed definitely worried now. 

"Okay, bub." The left claw appeared on the other side of the 
bartender's face. "Lemme ask you again ... before my middle one comes 
out. Did you know those two?" 

"Hey, hold on a sec..." Batgirl spoke behind him cautiously. "You 
don't need to ask him! I've got tracers on them." 

Logan turned his head to look at her quizzacly. "You do?" 

"Yeah. One of them snuck past me out of the front door, and I managed 
to get a tracer on him." Was the response as well as a nervous smile. 
"So, you don't have to... impale his head or 
anything . " 

"... Today ... is your lucky day. Bub." He growled at the bartender and 
punched him into unconsciousness with his other hand. The claws 
sheathed themselves. Batgirl sighed and gestured to the 
door . 

"C'mon. We've got a few questions that need answers first." 


End 
f ile . 



